Gheon has since pointed out it is well to remember that
Therese Martin, before she was a saint, was herself a French
bourgeoise and that many of her 'clients* are of her own
country and station. She is not reserved for the faithful
of impeccable taste, as is testified by the curtains that
flank or used to flank her shrine, entirely composed of rib-
bons of the Croix de Guerre, left there as tribute by
soldiers who believed that they owed their lives to her
protection.
And once more the cafe complet appears on the scene.
We stayed at the rather primitive but nice little Hotel du
Nord and were woken betimes by the Angelus bells. Re-
turning to the hotel after early mass we found breakfast
awaiting us in a ground-floor coffee-room. Butter and
sugar were on the tables but one took one's choice from a
mountain of fresh croissants piled in a corner and the cups
were filled from two gigantic urns with taps that spouted
forth boiling milk and coffee. . , . No wonder that one
always goes back to France and forgives her deeply ingrained
inhospitality.
Beauvais we visited on another occasion and Chartres,
but personally I preferred Beavais. And there we loved
best not the cathedral but the church of St. Eustache (or is
it Etienne), that has the lovely and unforgettable windows.
We stood entranced before the Tree ofjesse with its human
flowers against a sapphire sky and the Lily of Salvation
above them all. Later a scholarly French priest pointed out
to us the deliberate vandalism that had wrecked the lower
lights in the Revolution. There is another fine window in
which St. Eustache kneels before a white stag with Christ
between its antlers, so I expect the church is dedicated to St.
Eustache and that St. Etienne is a slip of my memory. No
cafe complet emerges from Beauvais but an excellent
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